putting on his overcoat, he felt in his pockets and not
finding his cigarettes, emitted a wrathful yell. Had that
young scamp Frederic pinched the packet from his coat ?
Dashing into the boy's room, he went straight to Frederic's
table and flung open the drawer. It was crammed. Michaud,
to salve his conscience, threw a few exercise books aside,
but without result. At the far end of the drawer, a pink
exercise-book of unaccustomed thickness, and bearing the
legend c Analysis *, vaguely attracted his attention. Lifting
the cover, he came upon two stacks of printed leaflets, and
picked one up at random. * Workers of France/ said the
tract, * Boche Fascism, the tool and ally of Capital, has

declared ruthless war on the working classes.....* Then

followed an indictment of the forces of occupation, an
appeal to sabotage and resistance by every means and
method. He had nearly read it through when Pierrette
came in, and noticing the tract in her father's hand, glanced
uneasily up at him. Michaud understood that she was in the
secret, and questioned her.

c Frederic has never said anything to me,' said Pierrette,
c but the other day when I was looking for something in
his drawer, I found the stuff.5

e Well, be careful not to mention it to your mother. If
she came to hear of it, it would be the death of her.*

Pierrette promised, and Michaud having replaced the
document on the pile, departed to his office. In the street
an access of melancholy came upon him at the thought of
the gulfs which had suddenly appeared between his sons
and himself. Frederic's activities and Antoine's love affair
were equally disconcerting. Beneath the impact of this
double discovery, he felt himself strangely astray and
dispossessed. Hitherto he had lived in the illusion that he
was the head of a family, a true father in the spirit, whereas
he had never been anything but a foster-father whose
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